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EDWARD  WARD.

Fond of the softer southern sky :
The Soldan galls th' Illyrian coast ;
But soon the miscreant Moony host

Before the Victor-Cross shall fly.

But here, no clarion's shrilling note

The Muse's green retreat can pierce ;
The grove, from noisy camps remote,

Is only vocal with my verse :
Here, wing'd with innocence and joy,
Let the soft hours that o'er me fly

Drop freedom, health, and gay desires :
While the bright Seine, t' exalt the soul.
With sparkling plenty crowns the bowl,

And wit and social mirth inspires.

Enamour'd of the Seine, celestial fail*,

(The blooming pride of Thetis' azure train,)
Bacchus, to win the nymph who caused his care,
Lash'd his swift tigers to the Celtic plain :
There secret in her sapphire cell,
He with the Nais wont to dwell;

Leaving the nectar'd feasts of Jove :
And where her mazy waters flow
He gave the mantling vine to grow,
A trophy to his love.

Shall man from Nature's sanction stray,

With blind opinion for his guide ;
And, rebel to her rightful sway,

Leave all her beauties unenjoy'd ?

Fool ! Time no change of motion knows ;
With equal speed the torrent flows,

To sweep Fame, Power, and Wealth away :
The past is all by death possest;
And frugal fate that guards the rest,

By giving, bids him live To-Day.

0 Grower ! through all the destined space,

What breath the Powers allot to me
Shall sing the virtues of thy race,

United and complete in thee.
0 flower of ancient English faith I
Pursue th' unbeaten Patriot-path,

In which confirm'd thy father shone :
The light his fair example gives,
Already from thy dawn receives

A lustre equal to its own.

Honour's bright dome., on lasting columns rear'd,

Nor envy rusts, nor rolling years consume ;
Loud Pceans echoing round the roof are heard,
And clouds of incense all the void perfume.
There Phocion, Lselius, Capel, Hyde,
With Falkland seated near his side,

Fix'd by the Muse, the temple grace ;
Prophetic of thy happier fame,
She, to receive thy radiant name,
Selects a whiter space.

EDWARD    WARD.

[Born, 1667.   Died, 1731.]

EDWARD (familiarly called Ned) WARD was a
low-born uneducated man, who followed the
trade of a publican. He is said, however, to
have attracted many eminent persons to his
house by his colloquial powers as a landlord, to
have had a general acquaintance among authors,
and to have been a great retailer of literary
anecdotes. In those times the tavern was a less
discreditable haunt than at present, and his
literary acquaintance might probably be exten-
sive. Jacob offended him very much by saying,
in his account of the poets, that he kept a public-
house in the city. He publicly contradicted the

assertion as a falsehood, stating that his house
was not in the city, but in Moorfields. Ten thick
volumes attest the industry, or cacoethes, of this
facetious publican, who wrote his very will in
verse. His favourite measure is the Hudibrastic.
His works give a complete picture of the mind
of a vulgar but acute cockney. His sentiment
is the pleasure of eating and drinking, and his
wit and humour are equally gross; but his de-
scriptions are still curious and full of life, and
are worth preserving, as delineations of the
manners of the times.

SONG.

0 GIVE me, kind Bacchus, thou god of the vine,
Not a pipe or a tun, but an ocean of wine;
Andaship that's well-mann'd with such rare merry

fellows,

That ne'er forsook tavern for porterly ale-house.
May her bottom, be leaky to let in the tipple,
And no pump on board her to save ship or people;
So that each jolly lad may suck heartily round,
And be always obliged to drink or be drown'd !

Let a fleet from. Virginia, well laden with weed,
And a cargo of pipesj tha-t we nothing may need,
Attend at our stern to supply us with guns,
And to weigh us our funk, not by pounds, but by

tuns.

When thus fitted out we would sail cross the line,
And swim round the world in a sea of good wine;
Steer safe in the middle, and vow never more
To renounce such a life for the pleasures on shore.